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would gladly have made the fascinating city my
home, but I saw no way open; and, indeed, the
farewell seemed final. The railway was then a
novelty. I remember how my father, accustomed
to the quiescent isolation of Argyllshire, had ad-
vised me to profit by this experience of England,
as it would probably be the only English ex-
perience of my life. Yet I have visited England
some sixty times in the intervening sixty years;
and I could not then foresee the ties which, in ways
unexpected, have in later years connected me with
the most beautiful academic city in the world.

After leaving Oxford I made a short solitary
excursion to Belgium and the Rhine. Sweet
Bruges, a summer day in stately Ghent, followed
soon after by a Sunday devoted from early morn-
ing till late evening to church services in Cologne,
are among its lasting pictures. A day at Bonn
was devoted to the university; but Bonn was to
me under an eclipse caused by pathetic remem-
brance of the glories of Oxford. I wandered into
the church history class, where I heard with im-
perfect intelligence a German lecture on Hilde-
brand. It was followed by another on Xenophon,
by the venerable Brandis, addressed to an audience
of about sixty. The unbroken stillness of thentism within reach inong   Its  popula-
